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RESIGNATION 
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O Povwxx let others homage pay, 


By pliant int'reſt taught. 
No ſordid views my pen controul; 
No mad ambition fires my ſoul, 


Or dwells upon my thought. 


B 


To Powex inſcribe the venal lay, 


Avaunt 
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Avaunt, thou mercenary fiend, 
Self-Intreft who to honour blind, 
A proſtitute to ſhame, 
Would'ſt hail each knave thy welcome gueſt, 
Deck giant vice in virtue's veſt, = 
And hand her up to Ride; - 


Be't mine a nobler pile to raiſe, 
For merit's head to twine the bays, 
That gratitude ſhould give : 
Thrice happy could my feeble aim, . 
Save from oblivion's book a name, 


Which evermore ſhould live. 


Corman, diſtinguiſh'd bard ! 'tis Taz, 
Of GREATNESS. the epitome, - | 
My humble muſe would ſing : 
Like thine, ah could ſhe but have caught, 
That glow of ſoul, that ſtretch of thought, 
That magic ſtrength of wing! 


( 8 )) 


Or could I move like thee along, 


Sublime in majeſty of ſong, 
Above each rhyming elf, 

Then would J fing on Thames's ſhore, 

As mortal man ne'er ſung before, 


Unleſs indeed thy/elf. 


Loud ſhould my voice reſound thy praiſe, 
Unknown to flatt'ry's fulſome ways, 

Fair Truth alone my guide: 
Echo ſhould catch the glorious ſtrain, 
Repeat thy wonders o'er again, 


And labour on thy fide. 


Should tell, how thou ſupreme oer taſte, 
Could lay the realms of faney waſte, 
And give to nature law; 
And how thy apathy of ſoul, © 
Could ſtand unmov'd the thunder's * roll, 
Yet quiver at a ſtraw J 


We ſhrewdly conjecture the author meant 7heatrical thunder, which 
ſeems beſt adapted to our hero's courage and figure; more eſpecially if 
we may judge by his behaviour, in a late affair, under the piazas, with 


a certain Reverend Divine. 
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Should tell how yielding to thy nod, 
Poor Judgment trembled at thy rod, 
And fainted at thy frown. 
And how in ſpite of Reaſon's fence 


Thou leap'd'ſt the pales of Commonſenſe, 


And knock'd poor Genius down. 


What tho' no titles grace thy brow ? 
GREAT e'en in Iittleneſ art thou; 

In ſpite of nanbood GREAT ! 
Eſcap'd the cloudy realms of night, 
Thy daring muſe burſt forth to light, 

« To croſs the will of fate. 


Tho' diſobedient to thy will, 

The lawleſs rabble rail'd their fill, 
Why let them rail again TY 

Still let them whet their tiny ſtings, 

Exhauſt their infant rage on KINGS, 
And fancy them but en. 


3 


Unmindful 


) 


F 
Unmindful of their mad career, 7 2 
Deaf to each foul attack of fear, 155 
Thou ſhould'ſt have ſmil'd contempt. 
For where's the wond'rous mortal yet, 
Strode That yaſt weather-cock of wit, 
| From envy's breath exempt. 


Then why my Coley all this rage? 
Why thus in dudgeon quit the ſtage, 
Becauſe ſome fools oppoſe ? 
Come back | come back | and reign once more 
GREAT little man !—as heretofore 
Lead Nature by the 20e. 


Was there not left of Miltou's ſcene, 
Enough to fatiate thy ſpleen ?— 
No Couus to difle@ ? | 
Or where, ah where's'ELvystpa's bard, 
Whoſe every beauty thou haſt marr'd, 
Yet left each groſs dees ? | 


* — 
Gar ada un , 
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Yes ! yes !—there ſtill remains in ſtorec, 
The fame ſupplies as heretofore, 
Where thou may'ſt freely cull. 
On thy own TERENCE may ſt thou rife, '' '- 1 + 
Pluck SnARESPEBARE from his native ſkies, 


And p on Tommy Hull l 


Ah Cily] would'ſt thou longer fat, 


The prince ſupreme of modern wit : 


What wonders might we ſee! _ 
E'en Fhitfeld's mad harangues in time, 
Upon poetic feet might climb, 


Transform'd to 'T'xacepy.* 


Nay ſhould'ſt thou longer rule the roaſt 
The blunders of the Morning Poſt, 

With Attic fire might glow ; _ 
Old TzusLEx lab'ring in thy praiſe, 
Of paragraphs a crown We id. | 


When the candid reader recallatts how much Coley has laboured to 


reform the ſtage by perſecuting wicked 1 this conjecture will not ſeem 
ſo very improbable. 


er 


1 
Forgive me, Coley, if that zeal, 
Which every candid breaſt muſt feel, 
For once ſhould rage in mine. 
Wer't thou ne'er taught, great man of rhymes / 
That RE SIGNATITON's ſelf ſometimes, 


May e'en too much reſgn ? 


Hail RES1LFATIONI—heav'nly dame 
Thou uſher to the court of Fame: 
Thy power can never end! 
When from the helm Corruption fled, 
Pallid and trembling for her head, 
In zhee ſhe found a friend. 


In thee—to inſolence allied, 

The ſword of juſtice ſhe defied, 
And laugh'd at angry fate : 

Till Party purified. her mud, 

Turn'd her in Oppoſition's flood, 
The tinker of the fate! dane 


Shelter'd 
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Shelter'd beneath thy ſpecions _ 
See diſcontent and: faction ſing, 
And vainly ſeek applauſe; 
The grave, the gay, the wit, the dunce, 
Bloſſom to Par R Tors all at once! 
And join the cammom-c¾’̃. e. 


Return then Coley to the Stage; 
To charm this ſentimental age, 

Thy morals let us reap- 
Lo David's P/alms ra? by a 
Would make a /þecial comedy, 

To—/ull mankind afſeeþ.” tot 1 avana. 


Ah! little think'ſt thou, mighty Cole / 

What fad affliction ſmote edel ſoul, - If. 1 
Each breaſt how full af pai - 

When o'er Auguſta's ſtreets *tivas- * 

That thou our x1nG had left thy Hhyone, D au; 
And clos'd thy leader reigns” 


(3 1 
The ſun withdrew and went to bed, 
Nor till the norning ſhew'd his head; 
Ĩ) be ſtars refus'd their light: 
The Thames, as though afraid to ſtay, 


Through London-Bridge urg'd on its way, 
Till Ocean check'd it's flight. 


The Morning-Poſt-boy blew his horn, 

Whole lengthen'd note inform'd the morn, 
« Lo Coley's reign is o'er |” 

Swift echo caught the doleful ſound, 

Stole Hermes wings and cry'd around, 


« Lo Genius is no more !”* 


The news flew ſwifter than the wind 

How monarch Coley had reſign'd :— 
The ruſtic left the dike: 

The fiſh- wife over-turn'd her cod, 

Her fingers ſnapp'd, and ſwere “ by G— |! 
« Me ne er ſhall fee his life!!“ 
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The lyons roar'd within the tow'r; 


Eyes wept, that never wept before ; 
Taſte deck'd herfelf in crape : : 
The prudent Cit oft ſhook his head, 


So griev'd that for an ounce of thren1 


He cut three yards of tape. 


The taylor threw away his ſbeers, 
And all amaz'd diflolv'd in tears, 
Nay, let his cabbage cool. 
And ſtrange tho not more ſtrange than true, 
That modern patriotiſm too, 


Forgot to—play the fool * 


The Peathers-tavern ſophs ſtood mute, 
Gave o'er their darling wild diſpute, 
And wi/ely fought a punk; 
Kick'd poor morality down ſtairs, 
Burnt LIN DSEV's linſey-woolſey prayers, 
And decently got drunk. 


The 


(En 
The Guildhall-patriots ceas'd to roar, 
Their brainleſs politics gave o'er : 

Nay Treaſon's ſelf was dumb. 
Party with double-viſage fled, 


Dulneſs remain'd—but ſcrateh d hor head, 


And malice 6 her thumb. 


KENRI CK enraptur'd gave a bound, 
Shed all his 4randy on the ground, 

Tho' much againſt his will : 
Nay ſome there are, and not a few, 
Say his perpetual-motion too, 


By ſympathy food frill1 


Whilſt eager Joy and wild ſurprize 

Flaſh'd in fierce tranſport from his eyes, 
Pale Envy ſhook her creſt : 

Perch' d on his head ſat pert Conceit, 

Malice ſupplied his ſoul with hate, 
And rankled in his breaſt. 


« Poor 


( T2 ) 
ce Poor filly wretch !|—how vain wer't thou,” 
He ſaid “ to think thy dwarf/b brow, 


« Was ever form'd to wear 


© That crown, my GIANT GENIUs claims, 
That crown, my every wiſh enflames, 


« That crown, my conſtant care. 


On what—ſay—would'ſt thou urge thy claim | 
“On what weak baſis build the fame 

<« Of thy prolific muſe ? 
«© Wilt thou upon the Connoiſſeur, 


„ 'Thy title reſt ? or more ſecure, 


Old Mother Shipton chooſe ? 


« Alas! what's all % care has wrought, 
« What, all the labour of y thought, 
« To what my FALSTAFF cot | 

« Like rivers ruſhing to the ſea, 
« Thy pigmy worth compared to ME, 
« Would inſtantly be loſt, 


«© Songs, 
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« Songs, Odes and Satires have I made, 
& A play-wright too ſometime my trade, 
« Till Spite on Genius frown'd ; 
« Een Lexicons my wonders ſhew 
& And for Tranſlations —ſee Rouss Au 
ce In native ſenſe abound ! = 


( To give Lampoon a pleaſing dreſs, 
« Lamenting Roscius muſt confeſs, 
“ That gift alone is MIXER. 
« When in the /udds I plung'd him down 
« A ſpeftacleto all the town, 
c *'T was noble twas divine ! 


« For knowledge of mechanics, 1 
ce The world's united powers defy : 
In wit I yield to none: 


ce To hear my Lectures from his tomb, 
Could HENLEV to the Devil come; 
© He'd own himſelf aur- done 
E © Where 
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Where are the bards—if bards they be! 
| « Poflefl'd of Nature's myſtic key, | 
Her wonders to diſpenſe? | | 
«© That can like me with utmoſt cafe, 


« Great SHAKESPEAR twiſt which way I pleaſe, | 


<« In ſpite of /ubborn ſenſe. 


<« I'll prove it at a ſingle view 
„ SHYLOCK, a Chriſtian not a Jew, 
_ - © Horervun to hin;: 39 15D ?? 
Hamlet, as: mad as a march hare, 

<« Taco. juf—OrTutLLo fair, 


And old Jack FALSTAFF thin. 


« T1 prove—and what I fay is fact, 
« That GaRRICk never yet could act: 
« Unread in Mature's ſchool. 
« Nay what is more I'll ſhew at once 
TIS That JoxNnsoN is a pedant-dunce, 
| And CoLMAN=—but a. /a. 


T5 ) 
T lan /—pſhaw e their wretched ſtuff, 
«© Compos'd of Ignorance and puff, 
To fearing genius blind; 
Who never eat Thoratian pap, 


« Slumber'd in ſage Longinus lap, 
« Nor with Qintilian din d. 


« In vain to Fauꝝ they make pretence, 
« Alike eſtrang'd to taſte and ſenſe, 
* With Error only ſmit ;— 
« To me alone the bays belong, 
The prince profeſs'd of comic ſong ! 
<« The pride of claſſic wit !” 


—Hear'ſt thou this Coley ?—ygt ſiſt 
To pleaſe this vain miſanthropiſt, 
Whoſe pleaſure is to rail? 
Return! Return! and ſmile conſent, 
Left ah! too late thou ſhould'ſt repent, 
When all thy cares may fail, 


See, 


F 
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See, ſee, tlie STAGE N falle! . 5 

On thee her. drooping Genius calls, LE arte 8 
0 leave her not in grief 1 5 

swift to her aid repentant ffy 3 

Bid pleaſure ſparkle in her eye, [BE 5 
And yield her Rill relief. 


. 
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Come then my Coley zy, dry her tears, 25 
Alla) her griefs and huſh her fears, 

Nor longer let her weep. 
Return again her battles A 
Reaſon once more ſhall take her Bight, .. 

And Taſte fall faſt ſleep. 
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